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z.Ultur.l would he knew that I had faud his brother, 
Take thou the Fee.and tell him what 1 fay, 
For I repent me that the Duke is flaine. Exit. 

I Mur. So do not I: go Coward as thou art. 
Well, He go hide the body in fome hole, 
1 ill thai the Duke giuc order.for his buriall : 
And when I haue my mecde,I will away, 
For this will out,and then I rauft not ftay. Exit 


Actus Secundus. Scoena Trima. 


Tlourtjh. 

Enter the Kingfickejhe J>ueene y Lord tJMarqucfft 
'Dorfet, Rtuers,Haftwgs Catesby % 
'Buckingham 3 WooduiH. 

King. Why fo : now haue I done a good daics work. 
You Peeres,conrinue this vnited League ; 
I, euery day expect an Embaflage 
From my Redeemer, to redecme me hence. 
And more to peace my foule ftiall part to heauen, 
Since I haue made my Friends at peace on earth. 
Dorfet and Rivers, take each others hand, 
Diilcmble not your hatred, Sweate your louc. 
. ^/#.E 'heauen,my foule is purg'dfrom grudging hate 
And with my hand I feale my true hearts Loue. 
Haft. So thriue I,as I truly fweare the like. 
King. Take heed you dally not-bcfore your King, 
Lefihe that is the fupreme King of Kings 
Confound your hidden falfhood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 

Haft* So profper I,a$ I fwcarc perfe<5Uoue # 
Ri. And Las 1 louc Haft tngs with my heart, 
King. Madam,your felfe is no: exempt from this : 
Nor you Sonne Dorfet, 'Buckingham nor you ; 
You haue bene factious one againft the other. 
WifeJ ouc Lord HaftingSylcz him kiffe your handj 
And what you do,do it vnfcignedly. 

£u. There Haftings,! will neuer more remember 
Our former hatred,io thriue I,anii mine. 

King. Dorfet, imbracehim: 
Hafttngs, loue Lord MarquetTe. 

Dor. This interchange of loue,T hecre protcft 
Vpon my parc,fiiall be inuiolable, 
Ha(l. And fo fweare I. 
j King. Now Princely B^ngham^U x j this league 
With thy embracements to my wiues Allies, 
And make me happy in your vnity. 

Buc. When euer Buckingham doth turne his hate 
Vpon your Grace, but with all dutious ioue, 
Doth cheriili you,and yours, God punUh me 
With hate in thbfe where J expert mod loue, 
When I haue moft need to imploy a Friend, 
And moft allured that he is a Friend, 
Deepe,hollow,trcacherous,and full of guile, 
Be he vnto me : This do I beggc of heauen, 
When I am cold in loue,to you,or yours. Embrace 
King. A pleafing Cordially Princely Buckingham-* 
;Is this thy Vow, vnto my fickely heart: 
There wanteth now our Brother Glofter heere, 
To make the bleflfed period of this peace. 

Buc. And in good time, 
Heere comes Sir Richard Ratc/tfe,ztid the Duke. 


Enter t\atcl,fc, and Glofter. 

Rich.C ood morrow to rny Soueraioneir 
_ And Princely Peeres,a happy time of L g & % 
Happy indeed,as wc haue fpcnVth* a 
Gloftcr, we haue done deeds of Charity ^ 
Made peaee of enmity, fairc louc of hate 
Betweenc thefe fwelling wrong incenfed P 

Rich. A bleffed labour my moft Souerai^ 1 ; 
Among this Princely heapc, if any hecre * 0r * 
By falfe intelligence, or wrong furmizc 
Hold me a Foe ; If I vn willingly^ in my rap, 
Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 
To any in this prefencc, I defire ' 
To reconcile me to his Friendly peace : 
Tis death to me to be at enmitie : 
I hate it,and defire all good mens louc 
Firft Madam, I intreate true peace of you, 
Which I will purchafe with my dutious fcruiw 
Of you my Noble Cofih Buckingham, * 
If euer any grudge were lodg'd betweenevs. 
Of you and you, Lord Riuers and o£Dorfet 
That all without defcrt haue frown'd on me*: 
Of you Lord ITooduiR, and Lord Scales of y ou 
Dukes,Earles, Lords, Gentlemen,indeed ofajj, 
I do not know that Englifhman aliue, 
With whom my foule is any iot at oddes 
More then the Infant that is borne to night: 
I thankc my God for my Humility. 

£>u. A holy day (hall this be kept hccrcaftcr • 
I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded 
My Soueraignc Lord, 1 do befeech your Highneffc 
To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace 

Rich. Why Madam 0 haue I offred loue for this 
To be fo flowted in this Roy all prefence? 
Who knowes not that the gentle Duke is dead? 
You do him iniurie to fcornc his Coarfe. 

King; Who knowetnot he is dead? 
Who knowes he is ? 

Quj All-fceing heauen, what a world is this? 
Buc* Looke I fo pale Lord Dorfet,** the reft? 
Dor. I my good Lord,and no man in the prefencc, 
But his red colour hath forfookc his chcekes. 
King. Is Clarence dead i The Order was reucrft* 
Rich. But he (poore man) by your firft order dyed, 
And that a winged Mercurie did bcare : 
Some tardie Cripple bare the Countermand, 
That came too kgge to fee him buried. 
God grant, thaj fomclefle Noble,andlefleLoyall, 
Neerer in bloody thoughts,and not in blood, 
Deferue not worfe then wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go currant from Sufpition. 

Enter Earle of Derby. 
Der. A boonc my Soueraignc for my feruiee done. 

King. I pretheepeace,my foule isfullofforrow. 

T>er. I will not rife, vnleffe your Highnes heare me# 

Ktng t Then fay ac once, what is it thou requefts. 

T)er. The forfeit (Soueraigne)of my feruants life, 
Who flew to day a Riotous Gentleman, 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolke. 

King. Haue I a tongue to doome my Brothers death; 
And fhall that tongue giue pardon to a flauc? 
My Brother kill'd no man, his fault was Thought, 
And yet his punifliment was bitter death. 
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^r^T^fbT^m i Who (in my wrath) | 
Who l«d to m b . a me bc ado . s . d ? 

Hf "t * Brother-hood? who fpokt of louc ? 

P M me how the poore fouie did foriake 
p Itv Warwicke,and did fight for me? 
T hc ^ V \A nie in the field at Tewkesbury, 

Word had me downe, he refcucd me : 
^Sd3carcBfOthcrliuc,and beaKing-f 
* nd \A me when we both lay in the Field, 
^°$teok" d«th,how he did lap me 
F <CG3rments,and did giue himfclfc 
K in and naked) to the numbe cold night ? 
(jfS f ro m my Remembrance, brutiOi wrath 

o ^h grace to put it in my minde. 
» hen V our Carters,or your way ting V aflalls 

SI nrecious Image of our deere Redeemer, 

f Lht are on your knees for Pardon, pardon, 

Indl rvniuftty too) muft grant it you. 

v for my Brother, not a man would fpeake, 

oVT/vneracious) fpeake vnto my felfe 

PrhimpooreSoule. Theproudeft ofyouall, 

Haue bin beholding to him in his life : 

Yetnonc ofyou, would onee begge for his life. 

0 God 1 1 feare thy iuftice will take hold 

On me, and you; and mine,and yours for this. 

SorJc^. EieuntfomemthK.&£neen. 

Rich. This is the fruits of rafhnes: Markt you not, 
How that the guilty Kindred of the Qucene 
Look'dpalc,vwhcn they did heare of Clarence death. 
0 ; they did vrgc it (till vnto the King, 
God Will reuengc it. Come Lords will you go, 
To comfort Sdward with our company. 

Bhc Wc wait vpon youi Grace. exeunt. 


Inter the old Dutchefe ofTorke % with the tm 
children of Clarence* 

Edn>. Good Grandam tell vs/is our Father dead ? 
Dutch. No Boy. 

<Dattgh. Why do weepe fo oft? And beate your Breft? 
And cry, O Clarence, my vnhappy Sonne. 

Boj. Why do you looke on vs,and (hake your head, 
And call vs Orphans, Wrctchcs,Caftawayes, 
Ifthatour Noble Father were aliue? 

Dtit. MyprettyCofins,youmiftakemeboth, 
I do lament the fickneffe of the King 9 
Asloathtolofe him, not your Fathers death: 
Ic were loft forrow to waile one that's loft. 

'Boy. Then you conclude, (my Grandam) he is dead: 
The King mine Vncklc is too blame for it. 
God will reucnge it, whom I will importune 
With carneft prayers.all to that effect 

Dough. And fo will I. 

X)«f .Peace children peace^the King doth loue you wcl. 
Incapcable,and fhallow Innocents, 
You cannot gueffe who caus'd your Fathers death. 

Boy. Grandam we cans for my good Vnkle Gloftcr 


Told me,thcKing prouok'd to it by the Qucene* 
Deuis'd impeachments to imprifon him ; 
And when my VnckJe told me fo,he wept. 
And pictied m?,and kindly kift my cheeke: 
Bad me rely on him, as on my Father, 
And he would louc mc deercly as a childc. 

Dut. Ah! that Deceit fhould ftcale fuch gentle lhape, 
And with a vertuous Vizor hide dcepe vice;. 
He is my ionne, I,and therein my ftiamc, 
Yetfrom my dugges>hc drew not this deceit. 

Boy. Thuikc you my Vuklc did diffemble Grandam ? 
J)ut. I Boy. m . 

Boy. I cannot thinkcic. Hearkc,what noife is this? 

Snter the Queene with her haire about her ears, 
Riuers & Dorfet after her. 

gu. Ah' who fh all hinder mc to waile and wecpe ? 
To chide my Fortunc,and torment my Sclfe. 
lie ioync with blacke difpaire againft my Soulc, 
And to my felfe,become an cnemie. 

Dut. What meanes this Scene of rude impatience i 
Qu.. To make an a&ofTragicke violence. 
Edxvardmy Lord, thy Sonne,our King is dead. 
Why grow the Branches,when the Roote is gone? 
Why wither not the leaues that want their fap ? 
If you will liue,Lament : if dye, be brecfc, 
That our fwift-winged Soules may catch the Kings$ 
Or like obedient Subiecls follow him, 
To his new Kingdome of nere-changing night. 

Dut. Ah fo much intereft haue in thy forrow. 
As I had Title in thy Noble Husband : 
Lhaue bewept a worthy Husbands death, 
And liu'd with looking on his Images: 
But now two Mirrors of his Princely femblancc J 
Arecrack'd in pieces, by malignant death, 
And I for comfort,haue but one falfe Glaffe, 
That greeues me, when 1 fee my fhamc in him. 
Thou art a Widdow: yet thou art a Mother, 
And haft the comfort of thy Children left* 
But death hath fnatch'd my Husband from mine Arraes, 
And pluckt two Crutches from my feeble bands , 
Clarence y m& Sdmird, O, what caufc haue I, 
(Thine being but a moity ofmy moane^) 
To oucr-go thy woes, and drownc thy cries. 

Boy. Ah Aunt! you wept not for our Fathers death : 
flow can wc ayde you with our Kindred tcares ,? 

Daugh* Our fatherlefiediftrcfle was left vnmoandj 
Your widdow-dolbur, likewife be vnwepr. 

Qjt. Giuc me no hclpe in Lamentation, 
I am not barren to bring forth complaints: 
All Springs reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
That J being gouern'd by the waterie Moone, 
May fend forth plenteous tearcs to drownc the World. 
Ah, for my Husband,fox my deerc Lord Edward. 

ChiL Ah for our Father, for our deere Lord Clarence. 

Dut. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 

££u. What ftay had 1 but £dward,zn& hce's gone? 

ChtL What ftay had we but Clarence} and he's gone. 

Dut. Wh8t ftayes had I,but they ? and they are gone. 

Qu^ Was neuer widdow had fo deere a loffe* 

Chil. Were ncucr Orphans had fo deere a loffc. 

Dut . Was neuer Mother had fo deerc aioffie, 
Alas! I am the Mother of thefe Grecfes, 
Their woes arc parcelf d,mine is general!. 
She for an Edward wccpes 5 and fo do I ; 


